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TO R. D. Y. 
They say that Love is blind — ^it well may be, 
For in tiiis lifetime I have spent with thee, 
Thy close companion, I have not discerned 
Thine imperfections, nor one least fault 
learned. 



Copyrii^ited 1896 
JUUA DITTO YOUNG. 



O, to what uses shall we put 

The wildweed flower that simply blows. 
And is there any moral shut 

Within the bosom of the rose? 
— T7ig Day-Dreamy Alfred Tennyson. 
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HT was an eighteenth century divine, 
%j Audacious, witty, yet withal devout — 
Sweet Laurence of that grand immortal line 

"The wind God tempers" — he 'twas, 
pointed out 
That unreflectingly a man may hold 

A lady's hand so very long a space 
As to be forced to some maneuvre bold 

To extricate himself with any grace, 
And that it were indecent — that's his word — 

Supine surrender of a modest bliss, 
Laxly to drop it as if quite unstirred 

To seek the consummation of a kiss. 

The reverend author docs not specify 
How long the stage endures wherein re- 
treat 
Is possible with honor, where on high 
The pennons wave, the drums undaunted 
beat. 
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Nor doth he indicate the very point 
Of the encounter where the puissant 
knight 
Must with his lips the fingers fair anoint 

Or rest beneath foul imputations' blight — '■ 
But Hugo, who the listless hand had held 
Of Glynne*s young wife while three long 
minutes ticked 
From the gay Dresden timepiece, was com- 
pelled 
To own himself completely derelict 
If he allowed but twenty secoods more 
To lapse and leave that little hand ua- 
kissed — 
Peach blossom pink it was, and chastely 
iiore. 
Cool axure lacings in the slender wrist — 
Yea, duty and desire did both combine 

To nerve him to commis^on of the deed, 
Nor was he thrall to scruples superfine. 

Not apt to pause, to interdiction heed — 
Yet he hung off — ^it was not easy quite 

A liberty with Garnet Glynne to take — 
She was not to the mann^ bom, — she 
might, 
Heaven forefend ! a scene of terror make^ 
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A scene o{ matron majesty impeached, 

Prating of perfidy, and of a knife 
Vain stabbing at her virtue — he had reached 

Somewhat too high in aiming at Glynne's 
wife ! 
However, he had yearned for half a year 

For such a sweet sequestered hour as this, 
And now the precious privilege was here. 

Should he not dare to crown it with a 
kiss? 

It was a latter April afternoon. 

Freshly baptized with pure impetuous 
rain. 
Whose tinkling final drops a merry rune 

Tattooed and whistled on the shining 
pane, 
While the white wings of the retiring storm 

Fluttered away, above the greening park, 
Faster and far, while wooingly and warm 

Apollo's shafts sped at the flying mark — 
The gleam of chestnut buds, spring's dear- 
est hint, 

Had given place to tufts of tender green. 
And a vast plumage of clear beryl tint 

Rose delicate against the blue serene. 
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Whose sapphire meadows fed and satisfied 

Lambs fleecy-whiter than Admetus' herds. 
Lonely as yet, for nuptial joy and pride 
Chained to the wood the summer-soaring 
birds ; 
The vivid emerald of the sward with gold 
Was decked, for early blooms are of that 
hue. 
Crocus and hyacinth and jonquils bold, 
While mimic sunflowers starred its velvet 
through, 
** Dear, common, harmless " dandelion coin. 

Free of a palace lawn or potter's field. 
Germane to May, yet cunning to purloin 
Support from months which scarce sup- 
port can yield. 

Within doors, richer largess did obtain 

Of floral wealth, for arrowlike and slim 
An Easter lily bloomed, that death had slain. 

Won resurrection from the earth-shades 
dim. 
Narcissus leaned from out a silver bowl. 

Enamored of his image in its sheen. 
One crimson rose flung out her lavish soul 

Alone, like Norbert's unregarded queen, 
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And in a liliputian crystal globe 

Aflash with graven rhomb and trapezoid, 
Lurked violets, such as semined all the robe 

Of Garnet, did its creamy wool embroid 
With Tyrian tinctures, e'en such amethyst 

As the one purple gem upon the hand. 
Soft, palpitant, that lingered yet unkissed, 

By Hugo's hesitating fingers spanned. 

Lily and violet she seemed to him. 

Too pure to be of purity aware — 
Do the sweet snowy cups that idly swim 
On a black pool perceive that they are 
fair? 
Nay, nor they know not of the oozy mire 

So near them, yet so infinitely far, 
Reptilian slime and prurient desire 

Concern them not, nor can their white- 
ness mar, — 
Ay, she was pure ! But also she was sweet, 
Rare mingling of the human and divine, 
Native to heaven, yet no whit unmeet 
For the brown earth, its walnuts and its 
wine, 
The pearl, the pink of women I Happy 
Glynne I 
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What had he done, this treasure to de- 
serve? 
Why had it not been Hugo's fate to win 
Those lips of clover breath and coral 
curve? 
Those deep, deep eyes, wherein a man 
might drown 
Past, future, present, all save one sweet 
sense, 
Content to know that his existence' crown 

Lay in the changing of that gaze intense — 
Those soft young cheeks, that eider-seeming 
neck, 
From which the lace obligingly dispread. 
Too marble fair, since passion needs must 
check 
And stint the pressure that would stain it 
red — 
That gentle hand — why was it not his own. 
And his each ruby drop that through it 
gushed? 
Something compounded of a curse and 
groan 
Beat down all bars, and to his utterance 
rushed. 



And then she bent on him her limpid eyes, 
Not with a challenge veiled, as who should 
say 
** Gallant most recreant 1 how the moment 
flies! 
Season, adieu! Look you, I will go 
pray ! " 
But with an honest grief, a sad surprise, 
Plainer than words, ** I dreamed you were 
my friend. 
My brother even — ^but you are too wise. 
Too cold and selfish, and my dream must 
end ! " 

Then resolution sprang to sudden life. 
Doubt and misgiving fled from Hugo's 
breast — 
' What recked he that his darling was Glynne's 
wife? — 
He stooped, his lips he reverently pressed 
On the small hand where gleamed the lilac 
stone 
Mixt with its white in lily-violet glow. 
As if a dove's plume irised bright were blown, 
Purple and radiant, 'gainst a drift of 
snow. 



Many the kisses known to womanhood, 

Diverse in durance, and of varied zest, 
But, like the Scotchman's liquor, all are 
good. 

And 'twere unfair to single one as best, 
Yet 'tis conceded that the chiefest spice 

Is novelty, and it is e*en averred 
That in a foe's first kiss there's less of ice 

Than in a daily comrade's thousand-third. 
If so, what then must the sensation be 

When Hking and respect conjoindy tend 
Joy to enhance — when not an enemy 

Initially salutes, but a dear friend ? — 
Hugo at least contented was ; he felt 

His chivalry and grace did quite atone 
For the recalcitrance in which he dwelt, 

His timorous delay to take his own — 
As for the lady — he could scarce believe 

The evidence of sense, for Garnet kept 
Clasp of his hand, and bowed upon his 
sleeve 

Her forehead, and mcontinently wept. 

He would have spoken, but she spoke instead, 
Broken with sobs her voice was, muffled 
too 
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Half in his coat, half in a cambric shred, 

Yet both these hindrances her words 
pierced through : 
*' O Hugo ! I have prayed that you might 
give 

Some token to me ere you went away, 
Without your sympathy I could not live, 

I told myself, another weary day ! 
I'm glad you kissed my hand, for now I 
know 

What I have tried to hope, yet did not 
dare. 
E'en that you liked me somewhat. It is so. 

Is it not, Hugo? you do truly care? 
Truly — the truth ! Ah, truth is what I want. 

And what I sicken for, yet cannot find, 
I cannot learn what purlieus she doth haunt. 

Ever before me she doth turn and wind — 
But you are truth itself, so all men swear, 

Theie's not a shadow in your eyes of 
blue — 
Oh ! it is past, my searching in despair, 

For we shall surely find her, I and you. 
Let all the others cozen, cheat and lie. 

Glib proving how misapprehension grew. 
And how I wrongly question — What care I, 
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Who needing truth, need only turn to 
you? 
Oh, you will help me ! for you like me, 
dear? 
I am not self-deceived, nor hope too 
much? 
Answer I But do not so, you wrote it here, 
Plain on my hand with that most kindly 
touch. 
Ah me! now comes the bitter with the 
sweet, 
I'm sorry that you kissed me — it was base, 
Twas such a kiss as Judas vile did greet 

The Master with — ^it told me to my face 
I was betrayed, was Ariadne-like 

Abandoned by my rightful lord and love. 
Oh, it was cruel, Hugo ! 'twas to strike 
Hard at my heart and crush the hopes 
thereof ; 
Men dare not kiss a happy matron's hand — 

You knew I was unpartnered and alone. 
You spied the naked horror of the land. 

Neglected, and with darnel overgrown — 
But no 1 'twas more in tenderness than 
scorn, 
I must believe, that you gave that caress. 
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You would not mock me, who am so for- 
lorn, 
With a mirage of hollow friendliness? 
Nay, for you pity me, and you will give 

Help in my struggles once more to regain 
That without which I will not try to live — 
How can one Uve when every breath is 
pain*? 
How can one live with a disordered heart. 
That first leaps madly, like a startled 
^wn. 
Then lies stone-still, forgetful of its part, 
Till I could swear the vital spark hath 
gone, — 
And it bums, Hugo I not like altar-flame. 
But with fierce pitchy blaze and lurid 
sweep. 
Like to those torture pyres of ancient fame 
Round which red devils used to yell and 
leap, 
Only, alas ! each noble martyred soul 

Had but one cross to bear, one task to do, 
While on me falls a horrid triple role. 
Who am the paleface, fire, and redskin 
too! 
Ah, well, no more of that ! Why did I weep? 

II 



I am a Gorgon now, and will not lift 
My face up lest disgust should o'er you creep 
And you revoke your blessed aidance' 
gift, 
For well I wis, were I ill-favored quite, 
You would not help me — 'tis the way of 
men — 
Nor would you blame my Theseus for his 
flight, 
Nor help me lure him to my arms again. 
Enough ! I would not have you linger now, 

Only make promise ere you go away 
That you will help me somehow — anyhow ! 
Let your kind heart instruct you what to 
say!" 

Not of experience wholly destitute 

In marital affairs was this young man. 
Yet a brief puzzled moment he was mute. 

For alway since his swift career began 
The trend of all his gallantries had h^en 

Less to conserve, cement domestic peace 
Than to destroy it, and now Garnet Glynne 

Appealed to him as to a spotless fleece. 
Not a black sheep, worst of the social flock. 

Appealed to him as to Sir Galahad, 



To counsel and to console her, and to rock 

To sleep the dark misdoubts that drove 
her mad — 
This clause of her behest comported well 

With his past exploits-this were easy done. 
But for the rest, he longed the wile to tell 

A husband's love once lost is ne'er re* won, 
Also, that if a man dislikes his wife 

It is a question simply for the twain, 
She must on a new base adjust her life. 

Find other sustenance for heart and brain, 
Also, that he as mediator 'twixt 

A severed pair refused to interfere. 
Also, that he had heard with joy unmixed 

That Glynne no longer held his lady dear. 
Also— but it was plainly manifest 

Not these, nor any similar remark 
Were to be uttered to a soul distressed. 

Prone fallen in humiliation dark. 
It may have been his duty so to speak, 

But he, like Balzac, could full well resist 
All save temptation — he was not so weak 

As to be led wherever Duty list. 
So he but kissed her fingers o'er and o'er. 

Promised, whatever man might do, he 
wotlld, 
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Proclaimed himself her loyal knight, and 
swore 

Glynne to coerce to decent seemlihood, 
Begged her to cease her tears, lest ravaged 
cheek 

And sunken eyes unfitted her for all 
Engagements of the evening, and he seek 

In vain to find her at the Sachems' ball, 
Renewed allegiance, promised, vowed again, 

At last considerately took his leave. 
And halfway to the door he got — ^but then. 

Back glancing, saw how yet she seemed 
to grieve. 
Reclining faint, exhausted in her chair. 

Her face still hidden by the bit of lawn — 
He could but hasten back to kiss her hair — 

Again he promised and at last was gone. 
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AEFT to herself, awhile the mourner 
1^ sobbed 

Harder than ever ; but hysterics, robbed 
Of audience, have no slightest use at all, 
And soon the liquid crystals ceased to fall, 
The breast grew quiet, and the Niobe 
Was from woe's outward tokens wholly free, 
And here a truism that may benefit 
Some guileless man who hath no skill and 

wit 
In dealing with the sovereign of his home 
May be succinctly stated : When the £oam 
Flies from her lips in paroxysms of rage 
And jealous frenzies nothing can assuage. 
When reason abdicates and in the brain 
Infernal phantasies by turns do reign. 
When wild abroad she flings her roughened 

hair, 
And raves of prussic acid and despair, 
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And vows by stab or shot to seek her tomb, 
Man's proper course is just — to leave the 
room! 

But Garnet's was sincere and gentle grief. 
To which her tears afforded some relief — 
A healing wash, a soporific balm, 
They left her in a ruminative calm, 
Wherein she could dispassionately poise 
The why and wherefore of departed joys — 
How had it come about? Had ever two 
Loved as herself and Glynne did use to do? 
And she was faithful still, would faithfal be 
Through life, death, trumpet-call, eternity — 
Twas not her virtue, 'twas but woman's 

way, 
Better or worse than man's, who dares to 

say? 
Thus much was certain, ne'er was love be- 
stowed 
More fitly than the passion which had 

glowed 
Like living coals a few brief happy years 
For her in Glynne's now perjured breast — 

No peers 
Had At for beauty, nor would she admit 



That any rivalled her in grace and wit, 
Sufficient learning had she not to drive 
Him from the droning dull domestic hive. 
Nor would have slept, like that most dull of 

dames, 
If Glynne had plead the '< Alabama 

Claims,"— 
Brother ! full oft you have been warned to 



Unseeing by the lowest moral class 
Of women, — Hearken ! Hereby I maintain 
That mental paupers merit like disdain, 
And that of all wives stupid ones are worst,— 
Wed if you will a flirt, a shrew accurst, 
But in your choice observe one golden rule. 
Nor saddle your existence with a fool 1 

Yet after all, there's somewhat to be said 
For her whose blockish unrecipient head 
Prompts not to questions, quips, and repar- 
tee. 
But lets her wearied lord and master be, 
Permits his wordless dozing, waiteth on 
His sluggish needs like an automaton, — 
Whose nuen is neither amorous nor coy. 
Whose glance delights not, neither can annoy. 
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Who, having naught to say, doth not pro- 
ceed 
To say it in a tone the dead might heed, 
In a mill's clack to chronicle small beer, 
Rending the chambers of the outraged 

ear — 
If home is viewed but as a place of rest, 
Truly a dumb phlegmatic spouse is best, 
And recently I heard a man aver — 
Meaning to pay a comphment to her. 
His lady, who stood smiting by — that roam 
Abroad he did not from his cloistral home, 
For in that blest unstimulative spot 
Tabooed was discourse, intellect forgot, 
And that he was completely blank of thought 
Till morning's task its resurrecti<Hi brought ! 

More to be dreaded, from the point of view 
Of daily comfort is the madam blue — 
With ancient saws and modem problems 

rife 
She leads her mate a hard exhausting life. 
Keeps ever galloping at mental stretch 
The book-^letesting, maritated wretch, 
Demanding 'twixt the salad and the cheese 
His estimate of Alcibiades, 



Intrading on his hour of drowse and smoke 
With pasquinades against the female yoke. 
Discussing equably 'tween kiss and kiss 
The Referendum System of the Swiss, 
And rousing him to hear in midnight dark 
Her embryonic essay on Bismarck ! — 
Ay, this is terrible ! Yet there is hope 
And solace in a wider periscope : 
Her sons — ^if any — wili, hke scissors keen, 
Not cut themselves, but only what's between. 

This is digression idle. Garnet Glynne 
Had not Xantippe nor Dame Wakefield 

been. 
Browbeaten Enid nor Cassandra wild, 
Ginevra frail, Griselda over-mild, — 
Nay, with discernment and discretion rare 
She summed perfection in her person fair, 
And in this hour of twilight retrospect 
Charged herself not with doting or neglect — 
Did ever wife so strive — not just to please 
Her liege, promoting sloth and sensuous 

ease 
But seeking ever for his highest good. 
Using the lever of her womanhood 
To stir and lift him, teaching him a truth 
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But seldom glimpsed at by her sezi ia 

sooth—- 
In the world's heroines there's scarce a she 
Who the plain fact that love is power can 

see^ 
Its province being not just to purvey 
Joy to its votaries, but to o'ersway — 
A king, not pander — their existence' course 
To lofty use with its electric force,— 
This is a truth oft recognized by men 
Which rarely enters woman's shorter ken, — 
Vide your Brownings — ^Women scarce have 

power 
To think without love's germinating shower. 
And when it falls, their duty lies above 
Mere thought and study, since they needs 

must love i — 
But Garnet read in words of living light — 
And haply was less lovely for the sight — 
That earth is given us, and earth's best gift. 
Not that we may supinely dream and drift. 
Drink and be merry, gorge at splendid 

feasts, 
Strut in gay garments, couple like the beasts. 
But that we may in spirit learn and grow. 
Shedding a glory round us as we go— 
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AH luxury is valueless, externe, 

The body being but a fragile urn 

To shrine the soul and intellect : The hearti 

In Garnet's creed, should bear a lesser part 

In human action, and our masters be 

Not a triumvirate, one of the three 

Being a despot — No, she did disdain 

To own to any but the duplex reign 

Of mind and spirit, and when Glynne would 

say 
<< Let us be happy 1 " she would answer 

" Nay- 
Let us be wise, be strong, be true, and make 
Life notable and noble for love's sake — 
'Tis not for happiness that we are here, 
We shall have that in life eternal, dear I 
Here there are souls to save and work to 

do, 
Wounds to bind up, and courage to renew — 
How dare we think of joy when half the 

race 
Festers in loathesome sties? when comes 

apace 
Death with his sickle and cuts short our 

chance 
Humanity's condition to advance? " — 
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Twas in such manner that she preached, 

and men 
Writhe even in the sanctuary's pen 
Under a sermon, and who would consent 
'Neath his own roof to be so scored and 

shent? — 
The moral rein she ever closer drew 
Till Glynne had sudden burst the harness 

through, 
Showed by averted look and scanted speech 
The power to please him lay not in her 

reach, 
And fluttered off to seek an atmosphere 
Less rarefied, companions less austere — 
And Garnet, knowing only that her barque 
Of joy was staggering through tempest dark 
To certain wreck, had weeping begged today 
Hugo to help her, to devise some way 
Of ship-salvation — Cut the tugging sheet ! 
Let the mad sails rip loose and harmless 

beat! 
E'en hack the foremast, fling it overside. 
If so the panting creature may outride 
The storm in safety ! — After, one can patch 
And paint and polish alm6st to a match 
Of its first beauty, set new sails and spars. 
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And step white masts that taper to the 

stars, 
And clear the raffle : Half the ships that 

skim 
Gallant and buoyantly from rim to rim 
Of life's wild ocean have their secret flaws, 
Decently hidden — some, the monster-maws 
Of reefs have mangled, some have been for 

gold 
Half scuttled, some have had the Stygian 

hold 
Clean eaten thitmgh by fire, some, fever 

foul 
Hath made to ring with hellish oath and 

howl. 
Some upon bergs have splintered, some have 

grown 
In polar seas dead-cold as brine-washed 

bone. 
The oak of s<»ne is rotten, and some, tossed 
In a red hurricane, the helm once bst — 
Yet how serene and proudly all today 
Hang in the offing or adorn the bay I 

Garnet had deemed when first she dimly 
guessed 
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Hiat a strange idol filled her husband's 

breast 
The very spire and acme of all pain 
She did in this incertitude attain. 
But when sure knowledge did sick fear de- 
stroy 
It seemed suspense had been a kind of joy — 
Yet she grew calm, telling herself no more 
Torture awaited, and the worst was o'er — 
'Twas only when the final truth she learned. 
Her own heart's poverty aghast discerned. 
Perceived that in her bosom hate did lurk. 
Neglect and cruelty their perfect work 
Having accomplished, that she knew indeed 
The keenest agony to man decreed — 
Incomparable pang ! supremest throe 
That engine built for suffering can know, 
The human heart, by which the rod and 

wheel. 
The brass and iron and the blue bright 

steel 
Of man's best mechanism seems but the 

rude 
Contrivance of a mindless savage brood — 
This is the difference 'twixt God's work and 
man's : 
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The latter faileth of its author's plans. 
And bat approximately speaks his thought^ 
But when from dust and clay the Maker 

wrought 
The hearty the execution and design 
Were featly fitted by the hand divine. 
And the admired result is a machine 
Flawlessly capaUe of anguish keen 1 

Ah well I where was I ? To the innx>st core 
Of all her being Garnet shuddered sore. 
Feeling the hideous conviction steal 
Upon her that she could no longer feel, 
Could love no more, henceforth could never 

own 
Any sweet impulse, that a clammy stone 
Or pallid fungus lay where once had been 
The leaping ruby heart of Garnet Glynne I — 
Oh, for the old days ! for that primal hour 
When Gl3mne, o'ertaken by an autumn 

shower 
Down on the sea-coast, at her father's door 
Had rapped for shelter, and across the floor 
Hersetf had tripped to answer, in her hand 
A lighted lamp, tiie which, as she did stand 
Within the ivi^ door, she lifted high, 
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The visitant the better to descry — 
Prosaic Glynne was subsequently stirred 
To poesy, and tenderly averred 
As might shrine-seeking palmers feel, he felt. 
Meek, reverent, and woukl have humbly 

knelt 
The gentle white-robed virgin to adore, 
But that her father cordial called him o'er 
The threshold — ^and long ere he left that 

room 
He knew the flame-pure vestal for his doom. 

Maids 1 if you would be wed, take care tago 
Next eve the bell rings midst of sleet or 

snow 
Swift to the portal with a lighted lamp. 
And whoe'er summons, be he sage or scamp. 
Legist or leech, mothlike perforce will be 
Attracted by the sweet discrepancy, 
Man, storm, and darkness, woman, rest and 

light— 
Tis ten to one the match is made that night ! 

Oh, for those days again, those halcyon days ! 
Ah, the great beach-fires with their orange 
fajaze 
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And scarlet writhings and lithe tongues of 

green 
That were as frondage strange and subma- 
rine, 
And white residuum of pearly ash 
That seemed the froth-fiakes flung from Nep- 
tune's lash — 
Ah ! the long rambles on the snowy strand 
With pink shells seeded by a liberad hand. 
And delicate gold ribbons whose bright 

sheen 
Might well have decked the tresses of Un- 
dine, 
And a fresh glorious saltness in the air 
As if all tanging breezes centered there — 
Often they drove, traversing miles of wold 
As 'twere a fairy-scene of flying gold, 
Where the old road, deserted, over-mossed. 
Was 'neath tbe yellow velvet almost lost, 
And where each turn and twist a vista new 
Of golden treasure opened to the view 
E'en as each word and glance was as a door 
To possibilities undreamed before — 
Oft followed they the windings of a iMrook 
That stormed in foam through many a wood- 
land nook, 
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Balbntiating joyfully its song, 

Which Glynne translated as they strolled 

alqng, 
Declaring the exultant purl to mean 
That live meandering water had not seen 
So fond) impassioned, typical a pair, 
Since Rob and Mary plighted troth by Ayr — 
Then to the beach again, the curving beach 
That 3reams to have the sea within its reach, 
The sea that races forward, then retreats 
Unravished still of its deep hidden sweets — 
Almi^ty and unconqaeiable sea ! 
Wise is the woman who hath learned from 

thee 
Her code of life, who seems to yield her 

heart. 
Yet yieldeth not thereof the thousandth 

part! 
Her rich reward is this, till death to seem 
Not a poor chattel but a rosy dream. 
Not a dull text-book, torn and dog's-eared, 

conned 
Only for fear of Grundy's lifted wand, 
But a new song unfothomably sweet 
Such as the waves sang round Calypso's 

feet— 
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Ay, on the beach they strolled, EoUanrumes 
liming their married footsteps, while the 

moon's 
White dazzle turned the sea to silver snows 
Wherefrom once more fair Aphrodite rose, 
All pink and gold, with starry, blue, blue 

eyes 
Their tinct expressed from mystic ocean- 
dyes — 
She smiled upon the twain, as long ago 
She smiled on Juliet and her Romeo, 
For heartily their wooing did rejoice 
The queen of love, the questionless quick 

choice 
Each of the other, and their glowing sense 
Of love's all-precious high omnipotence — 
Then Glynne had gone, and then — a little 

thing 
It seemed beside his letters ! — came a ring. 
E'en such a sparkling circlet as leaped free 
From a proud hand to meet the Adrian Sea, 
Holding five mated diamonds, matched in- 
deed 
More perfect-purely than pomegranate seed, 
And Glynne had written that each shining 
stone 
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Significance and message of its awn 
Conveyed, and her sweet heart would surely 

teach 
What special inwardness pertained to each — 
Alas I tonight the blue-white gems seemed 

tears 
That love had lasted not five little years ! 

Then a bright winter lapsed, its crystal cold 
One mingled brilliance of pearl-dust and 

gold- 
Biting the twilights were, when naked trees 
Made 'gainst the saif ron West black filagrees. 
And stars flashed sabre-keenly overhead, 
And powdered snow creaked 'neath the 

rapid tread — 
That was the hour when down the village 

street 
She used to hurry as if on her feet 
Talaria had grown, with happy eyes 
And crimson cheeks, to gain the daily prize 
From the great city — she had but to run 
The gauntlet of old neighbors, and 'twas won I 

Then came the yearly miracle of spring. 
Made yet more wondrous by a second ring, 
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That like Aladdin's in its magic girth 
Held all delights and luxuries of earth — 
Alack ! it proved but fickle fairy gold, 
'Twas but a straw or tendril ringlike rolled — 
In vain she kissed it, kept it burnished 

bright, 
Its talismanic power had vanished quite — 
It could not spur a passion that turned chill. 
Nor could it summon Glynne from — Ama- 

rylle! 
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Ill 

i^UITE alone did she dine, and the cof- 

^^ fee was gall, 

And the viands were wormwood — Eve after 

the Fall 
Than Garnet was happier, since even then 
She still had her Adam, her monarch of 

men. 
While Garnet had only reflections on life, 
The dreary philosophy of a lorn wife, 
Insulted, deserted, supplanted may be — 
Ah! were she but but certain, how swift 

would she flee 
To the old home again, where the sea made 

its moan. 
And her father, long-widowed, was dwelling 

alone. 

By and bye it was over, the weary repast. 
Where scarcely she cared if each sip were 
her last, 
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Aad then came the rites of the toilette, 

which ne'er 
Can be robbed of their charm by dismay or 

despair — 
There is seldom a mood which the dainty 

frou-frou 
Of a silken skirt pierces not pleasantly 

through — 
In her first sharp affliction, with anguish half 

blind, 
A widow will settle her crape to her mind, 
And sweet Mary o' Scots chose with care 

her array 
That last bitter hour in dark Fotheringay, 
And 'tis told of a damsel deep buried in 

gloom 
Who was lured by the megrims halfway to 

the tomb 
That the blood galloped back to her cheeks 

with a rush 
At the gift of a pink-tinted ivory brush 
All studded with silver and gold fleur-de-lis^ 
And it was her salvation, Uiat innocent glee ; 
It is habitude partly, and partly instinct — 
Woman's thought from her body can scarce 

be dislinkt, 
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That citadel which in its dimpled confines 
Holds a cosmical power and infinity shrines — 
Is it beautiful? Heaven be praised 1 At 

the glass 
She could linger enraptured while centuries 



Is it ugly? One object insures 'gainst de- 
pair 
Its owner, the effort to make it more fair — 
Ay, the personal aspect is solely the <Hie 
liiat feminine students of life do not shun — 
Will the new tariff render it easy to buy 
Bengaltfie and brocades, and is satin less 

high? 
And this war with Japan — Oh, how will it 

affect 
That rare tortoise-shell comb I was bade to 

expect? — 
Rehan's acting of course was superb, but 

you see 
I was asking myself how her gowns would 

suit me — 
Oh, to Paris? Delightful ! At last I shall 

know 
If sleeves are declining, or if they still 

grow ! 
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There are women who vow that diey wor- 
ship at heart 

Religion or science, books, music, or art, 

Scarce giving a thought to furs, velvets, and 
lace. 

Unaware as a spirit of figure and face, — 

Well, perchance they believe what they 
solemnly say. 

But words are a tissue soon wafted away, 

And you surely remember shrewd Mcmsieur 
Lecoq 

When detailed on the case at Count Hec- 
tor's chateau, 

How, perceiving five glasses half emptied of 
wine. 

He was instantly able one fact to divine — 

The assassins were possibly seven or four — 

One, two, three, half a dozen, but certainly 
more 

Or less than the glasses, whence he must de- 
rive 

The absolute knowledge that they were not 
five — 

So — there scarce lives a woman or man so 
uncouth 

As in speaking of self to present naked truth — 
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We attain to a portion ci honor and pride 
In discoursing upon any subject beside, 
But in talking of self we keep ever in mind 
Talleyrand's witty word, that our speech is 

designed 
Less intention, opinion, desire, to reveal, 
Than those same subUe sprites to protect 

and conceal, 
And so, broths! in meeting a creature 

whose heart 
Throbs alone to the pleasures of music and 

art, 
And whom poetry cmly makes linger alive, 
Just remember Lecoq and the wine-glasses 

five! 

Well, Garnet descended, her toilette com- 
plete 

As a marigold's bloom from the satin-shod 
feet 

Like to wee yellow butterflies waltzing in 
pairs 

That now twinkled, now hid as she passed 
down the stairs — 

From the hem of her vesture, its bright 
golden gloss 
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Over-veiled with an amber-hued gossamer's 



Whence there dripped as 'twere lioney drops 

topaz (A tint 
Or the sycamore's gum with its sunny warm 

gfint, 
To the crown of her head, where the tres- 

sesy night-dark, 
Held a great yellow diamond's tnrbuldnt 

spark, 
And the three tiny ostrich tips each to each 

clung 
E'en as if they were nesdings that cuddled 

and swung; 
And her lips were proud curves of keen 

scarlet — her dieek 
Was ineffably beautiful, balmy, and Greek, 
And her eyes were black pansies, and if in 

theoL slept 
Reminiscence that recently wildly they 

wept, 
It was far out of sight, and indeed she forgot 
For the moment her grief, and 'twas as it 

were not — 
She was fresh from her mirror, and when 

that stern friend, 
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Who is brutally frank, will for once conde- 
scend 

To admire with coidiUity, praise with de- 
light, 

It is tittle that can touch the oonsulter that 
night ! 

On a landing halfway did she pause, and 

tamed white 
As the sky when it trembles with boreal light, 
And the rosy soft cloak that hereleguice 

hid 
Fell away from her breast, from her fair 

shoulders slid. 
And in tones that might thrill through a 

hermit, or win 
A response from a statue, she murmured, 

" O Glynne ! " 

Her lord was ascending — for hours, even 

days. 
They had kept diverse seasons, had trod 

severed ways. 
And so had not encountered : , There's this 

to be said 
In favor of poverty abject and dread, 
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When oae's aching with anguish or boiling 

with rage. 
One needs not delay, but may instant en- 
gage 
In what course the occasion demands, for 

there's not 
Any chance of the victim's escaping the 

spot;— 
But these twain had not met for three days 

and now Glynne 
Was abashed by her eyes and the rapture 

therein — 
Why, Oh, why could she not for a change be 

annoyed? 
Was she blank of all natural passion? devoid 
Of jealousy, even of decent respect, 
A 'spaniel, whose love survives blows and 

neglect? 
But he said, '' Ah, my dear I I am glad you 

are done 
With white garments — they made you a 

corpse or a nun. 
Who are highly respectable persons, no 

doubt. 
But the sort that a man's home is gayer 

without ! 
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You have never appeared so superb in your 
life— 

I could worship you recklessly — but — ^you're 
my wife ! — 

And now whither away? — To be sure — I re- 
call 

Tis the night of the Sachems' detestable 

bait- 
Do not ask me to go with you — ^horrid mis- 
chance 

I should deem it if forced to attend that dull 
dance, 

And Vm due at a supper — ^but you, dear, 
must go — 

Is there none who would look upon me as 
de trap ? " 

The young wife stood there smiling — more 

earnest, sincere, 
Than mischievous was she — a sigh or a tear 
Was her wonted reply when her husband 

did choose 
Some attention long begged for to calmly 

refuse. 
But this evening a spice of coquettishness 

woke 
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In her Ixeait, and half laughing* half timid 
she spoke, 

'^^Welly I shidl not be lonely, for Hugo was 
here, 

And I promised to dance with him con- 
stantly, dear — 

And he kissed — Be not angry ! — ^my hands 
and my hair ! '* 

'^Ah? Hugo has excellent judgment, ma 

** And I think I shall carry him home in the 

brougham — 
It's so eerie at dawn, and I'm sad in the 

gloom ! " 

** Can you wait while I dress? It is early as 
yet 1 " 

" Your engagement? " 

" Tis one I prefer to forget ! " 



48 



1 



IV 



IV 

/^LESSED is he who hath through strife 
V^ attained 

The table-land of philosophic calm, 
Who hath in climbing wholesome simples 
gained. 
Sweet healing herbs, John's wort and 
Gilead's balm — 
Martyrdom did he suffer in the hell, 

The amphitheatre down in the vale 
Where the wild mob with jeering yell on 
yell 
Mocked at him as he stood there dazed 
and pale 
Waiting the lions' onslaught — ^Ah! they 
came, 
Brute roaring devils, blood-bespattered 
o'er. 
Horrible jaws and eyes like gusts of flame — » 
They ripped his flesh and out his vitals 
tore 
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'Mid the hoarse plaudits — How, then, had 
he fought ? 
How had he conquered, being ali but 
slain? 
Haply it was Elijah's chariot raught 

His body up where angels eased his 
pain ?— 
It matters not- — *tis past, and all is well, 

And life is tranquil, beaotiful once more, 
And he is sound, serene^ nor shall a koell 

Summon him forth to suffer as of yore — - 
Ayi blessed is that man ! and if at last- 
He lying even cahner than his wont, 
The gentle years' succession being past 
And Death arrived with placid kindly 
front — 
If one should ask which hour of all hJs 
hours 
Honored and happy, he would overlive. 
Supposing that some un imagined powers^ 
Fairies or gods, could such permission 
give— 
If then he said — ** The smiting yellow 
paws — 
Mine own blocxl spurting in that brief 
brave strife — 



The blazing breath — ten thousand wild hur- 
rahs 1 — 

That moment overvalued all my life ! " — 
If he said this, 'twere easy to discern 

The old man wandered in delirious ways, 
For who that kept his sanity could yearn 

For the one saltest pool in all life's maze? 

Commendable, desirable from all, 

Even a literary point of view. 
Is this estate, with which the rise and fall 
Of modes and dynasties have naught to 
do— 
'Tis not, observe, a time to write about. 
Naught in it lapses which is worth the 
ink- 
Cold speculations earth can do without — 
Who cares a jot what fossils know or 
think? 
One deeply contemplative screed 'tis said — 
Wordsworth's "Excursion," whkh is 
blankest verse. 
Hath never been by human creature read 

Save as the proofreader must it rehearse ; 

What the world seeks for is the living blood. 

The breath, the soul of passionate romance, 
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The themes that were antique before the 
flood, 
New vamped and varnished as the years 
advance, 
Fresh variants of dialogue and plot. 

Bridals and births, full feast and rattUng 
fray — * 
They lie who say we lack them : Have we 
not 
Produced •« Kidnapped," "Tess," "Tril- 
by," « Bailantrae? "— 
But 'tis the time of all times to write in — 
One sits at ease and sees the world rush 

by, 

With all its motley garb and aimless din, 

And pityingly notes the hue and cry, 
With no more thought of joining in the 
same. 
To run and race, and stumble in the dust. 
Than in a fireplace full of leaping flame 
One's good right hand one willingly would 
thrust — 
What's Hecuba to him? He cares no 
more 
Than for the fly that buxzes on his 
pane 
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For Turkic horrors and the Cuban war — 

Nay, not so much, for he doth not disdain 
To notice oft the animated mite, 

And taketh thought that sugar-grains are 
placed 
Where the gay trifler, pausing in his flight, 
May the sweet microscopic dainty taste, 
And oft he smiles, recalling Toby's speech — 

Gentle was his creator, gentle he — 
"I loose my hand — the window's wide — 
past reach 
Buzz off — there's room on earth for thee 
and me ! " — 
And as the fly delighteth in the feast 
, Which is for him a banquet as of kings. 
So feeds reflection on the tiny beast, 
Epitome and type of many things ! 
Often he ponders how a royal corse 

Hokls less of God than doth this pigmy 
shell 
When robbed of that minute, majestic 
force, 
That vital point and inmost hidden cell. 
Whose name is Life : Often he doth re- 
flect 
How inessential is the difference — 
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Mere matter of com paring and respect— 

Twixt the fly*s frailly and our impotence — 
Is not the likeness more than likeness' lack ? 
He hath his little loves and feuds and 
sins» 
And like ourselves he speeds along a track 
That leads no whither, and nowhere be- 
gins 1 

Well, having watched the fly an hour or so. 

Regarded him in every pose and light. 
Deeply considered all things high and low. 

The calm observer then proceeds to wnte. 
Of what ?— Not of a silly fly be sure, 

Nor of his own life, which hath fallen 
short 
Of all his dreams, and lapseth mean and poor, 

A sordid voyage to a loathly port — 
No, no ! if life were sweet he would not 
write — 
Esmond^ you know, read with a thankful 
sigh 
The Prince's sonnets — " 'Twas a lonely 
night- 
He had not scribbled, were his lady 
by ! *'— 
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One writes, I fancy, in a wild revolt 

Against the dull decorum of the days, 
Rearing and snorting like a wrathful colt 
Indignant at the straight unclovered 
ways — 
He that is happy spreads not for debate 

Of vulgar tongues the treasure of his heart ; 
He that is sorrowful disdains to prate 
Thereof and vend his anguish in the 
mart — 
He only writes as if inspired of woe 

And joy who long since passed them on 
the path, 
And how to say sweet words one doth not 
know 
Till one no k>nger need of saying hath ! 

'Tis not imperative that one should choose — 

Fate settles that decidedly instead — 
Whether to serve or to inspire the muse. 
To speak, or just to chronicle what's 
said — 
But this is sure, none can be in the game 
At once spectator and performer too— 
Whatever the part assigned thee, in Cod's 
name, 
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Though it may irk thee, patient play it 
through ! 

All this dull prosy preface is by way 

Of an apology for Garnet Glynne — 
It is to say, and then to oversay, 

One cannot be at once a heroine 
And a philosopher, nor be imbued 

With the afflatus of ecstatic youth 
And yet preserve a stoic's attitude 

And rational impartial views of truth, 
Nor can one simultaneously be — 

Not e'en a man — a. woman how much 
less! — 
Minerva's slave and Cupid's devotee — 

Havened in wisdom, whirled in love's dis- 
tress. 
And though it is mine own especial bent 

An equable still nature to prefer, 
And though I shrink and tremble to present 

A creature tossed in trouble's storm and 
stir. 
It is from immemorial time fodnd 

To poetize plain lives where naught's 
amiss. 
Or celebrate those periods when hid 
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Are ali base passions 'neath domestic 
bliss, 
And so the next time Garnet Glynne appears 
Upon the scene she is more deeply 
plunged 
In woe than ever — is in salt}' tears 

Dissolved, her beauty for the nonce ex- 
punged — 
But patience, reader ! 'Tis her very last, 
This paroxjrsm of lachrymal display — 
She is not, tike Ametia Sedley, cast 

To be a water-nymph 'mid endless spray ! 

The fairy godmother was sitting by, 

A charming antiquated little witch. 
Who minded one of poor Elaine's la^t sigh, 

Being arrayed in '' all she had of rich," 
At least it seemed so, for her dove-gray 
gown 
Was broidered thick with silver and with 
steel. 
And heaped with rare guipure and chiffons' 
down. 
And edged about with slender bands of 
seal. 
And on her frosted hair a lacy toque 
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Sat airily, enraptured there to rest. 
And its light buoyant pearl iness up broke 

lo the white fountain of an egjet*s crest, 
And in her cars shook diamonds, and o'er- 
thick 
Blazed gems upon those wee pink hands 
of hers — 
Rubies and opaJs alternating quick 

Snapped at each other like small spiteful 
curs- 
One looked to see her tea-cup bubble- thin 
Shattered to fragments by some bolder 
dash 
Of the red sprites that lurked her jewels in. 
Some lancelike keen amalgamated flash. 

This dame was Hugo's mother : Twas the 
sole 

Advantage from the new alliance won, 
That Hugo made a clean breast of the whole 

Unto his moiherj who adored her son, 
And at his wish sought to indemnify 

Poor (iarnct for his ovvii retracted aid. 
He having plump refused to act as spy, 

Delicate questions managed to evade, 
Declined to compromise hcfi', or to shock 
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Her husband, or to give him gall to quaff. 
Proving in short no ** shadow of a rock/' 

But a most disappointing broken staff — 
Yet one true service had he rendered still. 
Sending his mother to discuss the case, 
For judgment sound was hers, and great 
goodwill, 
While a kind heart beat'neath her fur and 
lace — 
Notoriously fortunate, of fate 

Chief favorite, a beauty and a belle, 
Then happy wife and mother, fitting mate 
For one who served his land exceeding 
well, 
A brilliant social leader, she of all 

Garnet's acquaintances was deepest read 
In varied lore of hovel and of hall 

Bearing on woman's treatment of her 
Head, 
Her partner, lord, her Dearest and her Best, 
In fishwives' plain vernacular, ** her man," 
Knew well what passions had survived the 
test 
Of time and chains since history began, 
And brought to Garnet's service many a 
pearl 
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Of wisdom, many a balsam twice distilled 
Of knowledge, many a merry laughter-dirl, 
And many a kiss from lips age had not 
chilled. 

Said Hugo's mother, " Tis delicious tea, 

And 'tis a dainty ware, this porcelain 
(tor — 
Oh ! in a world where Souchong and Bohea, 

Nay, even Pekoe, bloom the deserts o'er. 
And where a ceramist who keeps her wits 

Religiously the sacred quest upon 
May sometimes find distracting pretty bits 

Of royal blue or priceless celadon — 
Where one may worship some sweet form 
of Art, 

And in her arms find everlasting peace, 
How can you, Garnet, pin your foolish 
heart 

Upon a thing of humors and caprice? — 
A weather-vane, inconstant as the breeze. 

The one essential of whose life is change, 
A butterfly no garden plot can please 

For aye, nor pleadings can forbid to 
range I — 
I don't mean Glynne especially, dear child — 
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He's neither worse nor better than his 
peers, 
Who tolerate no rule, however mild, 

Particularly when enforced by tears — 
What does possess you so, my dear, to weep ? 

Never was I so young I did not know 
A wife must hidden in her bosom keep 

All evidence of jealousy and woe, 
For 'twill the surelier pass and be lived 
down 

If there's no memory to come between 
Of locks disheveled 'neath a thorny crown, 

Or furious rant of daggers and gangrene — 
Tears, which do but enhance a sweetheart's 
eyes 

In beauty, turn a wife's to basilisks — 
A man as soon would see before him rise 

The Hydra as those drenched and faded 
discs-^ 
To weep is to surrender — ^to declare 

One hath not spirits left for even sneers, 
Much less reprisals — 'tis a devil's snare 

To seize the joy of all the coming years — 
From a man's standpoint, woman may but 
weep 

Legitimately when himself is ill, 
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For other hitibaads like a model wife, 
And with those lines of Shakspere's I 
agree — 
Men have the worst of it in human life, 

They are the driven and the drivers we — 
'Tis not ak>ne that as Kate said they toil 
In torrid heat, in stinging arctic storm, 
Or do their souls in dubious schemings moil 
To feed us, clothe us, keep us sheltered 
warm — 
Tis not that they are less attoned than we 
To the fine hannomes of earth and sky. 
Less rapturously watch the gilded bee 

Zigzaggii^ larkspur and carnations by, 
N(M- that they suffer with a deeper force. 

Being more stroi^ than we in all but joy. 
Stronger in hatred, jealocBy, remorse. 

And all that can the sweet of life destroy. 
But this it is : Man's doomed by inward 
strength 
Of almegnation to yield more for love 
Than any woman in the Ixeadth and length 
Of all the land, the hills and dales there- 
of, 
Can give — she may give all — but so doth 
he, 
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And Oh! his all's a greater thing than 
hers — 
Never thenceforth one moment is he free 

To do in open day what he prefers — 
He loves a maiden whom to love's to wed — 
Rigorous Hymen sees the matter through. 
Makes him provide a table, roof, and bed. 

And all appurtenances thereunto, 
And all his life thereafter he must tread 
Straightly and circumspect, nor glance 
aside. 
Eat at that table, slumber in that bed, 

Lie 'neath no other roof, or woe betide ! — 
Poor ox ! that stumbles on and strives alone, 
Helped not but hindered by the double 
yoke. 
Too loyal-pitiful to stamp and groan, 

Scarce knowing what his suspirance doth 
choke, 
Only aware that since he passed a gate 
Which seemed unto a verdurous place to 
lead 
Where cowslip tufts and grassy shades did 
wait. 
And a cod streamlet tinkled through the 
mead — 
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That since that fatal step his weary way 
Grew dustier, swept by a hotter blast, 

Till his filmed bloodshot eyes do silent pray 
For the sharp stroke that ends it aU at 
last! 

And is it not hard for the woman too, 

This everlasting bondage and duress? 
Nay, 'tis no prison we are destined to, 

No dungeon dank from which we seek 
egress — 
It is the state to which our inmost bent 

Determines us or ere the light weVe seen, 
It is a palace and we are cc»tent. 

It is a kingdom whereof woman's queen — 
The selfeame link that is a thrall to men 

Exalts and frees us like an accolade, 
And the most wretched wife is twice again 

As fortunate and normal as a maid — 
We're disappointed oft in mere details. 

But the main facts of marriage are the 
same 
That we had fancied — naught exceeds or 
fails 

What's limned by our imaginations 
tame — 
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Men ask of marriage so much more than 
we — 
They're vain and self-complacent, and 
they deem 
Whatever they deign to love must therefore 
be 
Ravishing perfect as a poet's dream — 
Poor souls ! they do idealize too much, 
Spin rosy houris out of thinnest air, 
Kneel at a goddess' shrine, and fear to 
touch. 
And find, alack ! a mere, mere woman 
there, 
A creature like themselves, nay, even less 

In all that makes for betterment of life — 
Emerson's hero sadly did confess 

He found ' no gentle fairy — just a wife ! * — 
Whose impulses, occasionally right 

Do, wrong or right, her judgment aye out- 
run. 
Whose faults are haply surface faults and 
slight, 
But are to his as twenty-foiu* to one — 
Who, being stupid, one sole chord can strike 
Upon his ear from wedding day till death. 
Or, being brilliant, is not twice alike, 
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Nay, not e'en once alike, one husband 
saith ! — 
And 'tis to such a sovereign man doth yield 

Allegiance, throning her in heart and 
brain 1 
He swears from all affliction her to shield, 

Makes her custodian of his joy and pain, 
His honor and his name ! — Is she imbued 

With sweet humility and reverent awe, 
Accepting favors with deep gratitude. 

Owning him master and his mandate law? 
Nay, she's not fish or j9esh, nor hot or cold, 

Neither divinity nor humble slave. 
Not solely framed of beauties manifold, 

Not anything his ardent heart did crave. 
But just a torment, with her HecateV^rain 

Of soirees, servants, bills and beQs and 
balls- 
Love's rosy arbors change to Duty's plain. 

And Cupid's lau^ter to an infant's 
squalls — 
The shodc is terrible 1 And as for me. 

Perhaps I'm wicked, but I do declare 
That for the life of me I cannot see 

How men can deem a nursing mother 
fair — 
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A man may feel toward her who bears his 
child 

Thankfulness as to Mary blest above. 
Respect and pity and affection mild, 

But not again poetic pristine love. 

Therei there — don't blush so 1 Certainly I 
know 
You have not in this special way trans- 
gressed 
Against the laws of Venus— Would 'twere 
so, 
That to be childless were to be caressed 
Forever ! — It is wholly otherwise, 

Full soon this is resentment's deadly 
cause — 
Turn as you will, you see with sad surprise 

The next step breaketh Aphrodite's laws — 
But Nature's laws are higher : Them ful- 
fill, 
And you shall not go utterly astray — 
Bountiful mistress 1 greater treasures still 
She can bestow than those she takes 
away. 
And 'tis no mean requital for the loss 
Of bloom on one man's bve, its gk)w divine, 
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That later you shall see another cross 
The world to meet you, saying Mother 
mine ! 

All this is die preamble : Now to sweep 

Cobwebs away, secure at once the truth — 
You foolish Garnet, wherefore do you weep? 

Fresh eyes are not procurable, forsooth, 
When you have worn these out ! I cannot 
chide 
Glynne for disliking atmosphere so damp. 
Briny, and disagreeable ! Beside, 
Your red lids tell the world the man's a 
scamp — 
Be patient, dear — a mistress is a rose, 

Good for a moment's inattentive play — 
A wife's eternity, time, death, all those 
Horrible questions never put away — 
You have been hard with him, and over- 
strict. 
Too sensible of your transcendent 
worth. 
But soon he must, ashamed and conscience- 
pricked. 
Return to you, his dearest upon earth — 
So in the meantime have a little nerve — 
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Yes, nerve's I think the word thait Hugo 
used — 
From a light carefree bearing do not swerve 
Nor tell the gaping yokels you're abused — 
'Tis so much simpler to patch up a peace 
When the whole world knows not the 
treaty's terms, 
What revenues do wane and what increase, 
And 'neath what punishment the con- 
quered squirms — 
And Glynne, you know, dear, is personified 
DiscreticHi — prying eyes would never 
guess 
If you could only just your feelings hide, 
That au^t between you twain required 
redress — 
And now, child, 'tis the third and very last 
Time of my asking — ^wherefore do you 
cry? 
Come, hush those choking sobs that follow 
fast, 
Come, darling, come, against my bosom 
lie ! " 

Then Garnet sobbed, "O counselor, O 
friend ! 
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I weep, and were of granite did I not 
I am insulted past all power to mend ! 

Fancy the name Glynne chooses for his 
}-acht. 
That beautiful new creature 1 Oh ! I meant 

On her to cleave the ultimate blue sea, 
More happy as upon Glynne's breast I leant 

Than winged angels in Elysium be ! — 
Her name they have begun to letter in — 

First, there's a mammoth A of red and 

For all the world like that which Hester 
Prynne 
Above her heart fantastically sotriled — 
Then there's a blank, that is not spaced as 

yet, 

But the last letter's done, a crimson E — 
Now can you adc me to forgive? — forget? — 
When the whole town that painted stab 
can see?" 
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#%%0 practice more illogical, absurd, 
V2r Unmentiiig one sde approving word, 
Have Cupid's madmen been addicted to, 
Though amatory annals were searched 

throDgh 
From Eden's records, where the first pair 

tarried— 
But stay ! they never loved, they only mar- 
ried — 
Past Romeo's garden frenzy, to the last 
Youth in one's own vicinity whom fast 
Eros hath snared — Luna ne'er langhed upon 
More senseless antic than the foolish one 
Of stealing thieflike through the fragrant 

night, 
And lingering hours to catch the flitting 

sight 
Of a fair figure on the blind portrayed 
Like to a huge fantastic Brocken shade. 
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But Hugo was no better than his kind. 
And not beneath his dignity did find 
A moonlight ramble which was wont to end 
Close by the prison which his lady penned — 
For so he liked to phrase it — liked to deem 
Garnet the victim of a deep-laid scheme 
To rob her life of all that Bade it ckar. 
Believed the catastrophic moment near. 
And kinged to serve her in her hour of 

needy 
Proving himself her very knight indeed. 

And as it chanced when Garnet chose to fly 
From out her home Hogo was passing by. 
Nay, more than that, for as the mansion lay 
Sequestered somewhat from the common 

way, 
Hugo had passed the gates, amd strolled 

akmg 
The gravelled drive, hamming a little 

song. 
Not yet decided if to enter in 
Or shun the portal were the grater sin, 
To see or not to see — ^that hand to chisp 
Whose lightest touch stung like the fang of 

asp^ 
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.Or net ta clasp it: Stilf the problem 

pressed 
Iiiflohfbly upon his brain and breast, 
And 'neath the elmtrees ambulating slow, 
*' To stop too fearfal, and too /pnd %o go/' 
He found himself at last almost before 
The wide stone steps and hosf^able door. 

It was an evening in the early May — 
Warm and delectable had been ^e day, 
And now the Mother yielded up the sweet 
That she had won from noontide's f ructnant 

heat-^ 
A breath of crab-apple across the lawn 
Floated and failed^ — returned — again was 

gone. 
And for its ficldeness was prised more 

dear 
Than flowering atrnuiits, whose nch- atmos- 
phere 
Lingers unfading like immortal musk, 
Till one might deem the sandal-spicy dusk 
Were circumscribed with no bahn-wafttng 

trees 
Save its thick sprinkled golden sporades — 
But ah 1 transcendent o'er all other scent 



Is Ike moist earth-smell, in the which are 

blent 
Sweetness aod ^rcoigthy earnest of pinker 

buds. 
And oi the sap's upswelUng amter floods. 
Of fen^ hollows, tapestn«i cool bowers. 
And <9i a thousaod-tinted wealth of flowers. 
Of languid August's poppies, of the mirth 
October, dearest month 1 awakes on earth — 
Well, this delicious alltpervasive scenjk 
On a light zephyr lightly came and went, 
Aad a few score ol liqiud-seeming s^rs 
Peeped through a tissue of cloud palms and 

bars, 
Aod robins twittered, careless of their rest, 
Anent the vital ovals in the nest, 
Aftd the soft awards loog OQt. of sight and 

dead. 
Closed huAi^ly aad happy on the tread, * 
And Hugo's breast with vain desire did 

heave, 
And his soul yearaed — In short, ^as May, 

and eve. 

Sudden tlie door flefw opea.with a cmsh^ 
And down the steps, a rosy lightning-flaAh, 
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Ran Garnet— ran and reckless flung her 

charms 
Straight in her lover's glad protecting arms. 
Indignant, panting, crying as she ran, 
** O Hngo ! Hngo ! Save tne from that 

man ! " 

" That man ** — spoke with vituperative 

force — 
Was the once-loved, now hated Glynne, of 

course. 
Who foQowed leisurely, his face devoid 
Of any evidence that hurt, annoyed. 
Ruffled, or bored he was by what had passed 
Ere Garnet to the winds all prudence cast. 
Forgetting that as wedlock- joy's not free 
To any third, its trouble should not be. 

Most charming tint of all is pink, in sooth — 
The cok>r *tis of tove, of joy, of youth. 
And Garnet's gown, hued like a seashell's 

whorl, 
All glimmering with imbricated pearl, 
Made her completely, imesistless fair — 
One rose from out the shadow of her hair 
Leaned as in eagerness to hear her speak, 
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Leaned as to kin its sister rose, her cheek — 
But might have started from the angry heat 
That in the usual placid corroiits beat. 
Might have drawn back, alndd to meet an eye 
Which let the arrows of resentment fly^ 
And might have shrivelled, blasted by a 

mouth 
Which hitherto had like the g^ktle South 
Breathed only what is beautifol, but now 
Plunged like a vessel with ice^msted prow 
Deep in the horrid surges of debate, 
And spoke auch words as only can be freight 
Of a ship owned and piloted by Hate. 

Alas for human nature ! and for Glynne I 
No sooner did his lady thus begin 
Virago rantings — he no socHier saw 
That on her shoulders fell the final straw. 
And that she turned away, adown a track 
He oould not follow, could not bring her 

back. 
That very instant Garnet did af^^ear 
Not only more destnJ^le and ^ar 
Than all the women of the world beside, 
But more so than she was as maid or 

bride — 
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It seemeci a monstfous thiiig to be — 
Impossible — unthinkable — that she — 
Who had so long been soUl and sense his 

OWtky 

Flesh of his flesh and very bone of bone, 
That she should now revolt 1 It was too 

strange — • 
Ludicrous even — he must So arrange 
The matter, gloss it over, smooth and mend. 
That this vile scene should leave no repe- 

tend — 
'Twas not unbearable once in a way. 
But one oould not endure it every day ! 

He said to Hugo, "You are not required — 
Garnet is weak — ^hysterical — o'er-tired— ** 
Leave las, old friend — this tragic mood will 

cease. 
And in five minutes we shall be at peace 1 '* 

But Garnet spoke: '< Wait, Hugo, till I 

call 
Some one to bring a wrap--^his lace is all 
I flung around me when I passed the door 
Which God He knows I shall not enter 

more — 
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I'm going, Hugo dear^ with y<m — ffince 

Glynne 
Is not accouDtable — goes out, comes in. 
Does as he wills, is his own master quite. 
Why* I too take my liberty tonight ! " 

As two ideas in the equine mind 
Can coexist not, so we ever find 
That e'en a modest bosom, roused to ire. 
Hath only room for that absorbing fire. 
And every attribute is counted cheap, 
Fuel to make the blazes higher leap, 
And decent women furiously have said 
Things that might make Lothario's cheek 

turn red, 
Simply because no other point of view 
Presents itself their fevered vision to — 
So Garnet uttered wholly unashamed 
A speech whereat her hearers' faces flamed. 
And then went on from dubious to worse 
Unheedii^ Glymie's dismayed half-stifled 

curse 
And Hugo's bushings: << No»" she said, 

« No, no— 
Disgrace I shun, and I will only go 
To Hugo's mother, for I will not do 
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Anglit bom wliich any scaodal might ac- 

CHie — 

Nol lint I an too good — ^the wile, fou 

' fknoir^ 
Is as ^e husbaad, and I've feillen low 
Thmogh loriog yoa and living with you. 

The very air was reding full oi sin» 

And I am an apt pupil — when to hell 

¥011 docMned your own soui, you sent mine 

as well ! 
But as I say, I'm not an arrant lool — 
That's something, sir, I ieamed not in your 

ac^ioll— 
I am too wise my chances to destroy 
Of advantageous settlement and joy 
In future* for my maniage will of coorse 
Instantly follow upcm my divorce — 
One would imagine, having been your wife, 
I need fear nothing in my after-life, 
And (hat men who <tid not insult and soorn 
Her whom your wickedness had left forlorn 
Would not withdraw their favor for 90 alight 
A lapae as juat one unaccounted night 1 — 
But I am wary, and will act no part 
To shut me from the matrimonial. 4nart — • 
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I know not yet the happy UMin-^with three 
I am negotiating — ^which shall be 
My hwtend is not sure ; b«t I know tlus, 
I will not while I live forego the bliss 
Of believing aone taea honest, noUe, true. 
In shorty ooinpletely different fiom you 1 
Oh, how I hate you ! Why do you not die ? 
You are not fit to crawl twizt eatth and 

sky! 
See, Hugo, how a villain looks! Fair, 

young, 
Smooth bcowy clean haads, clear eyes and 

lying tongne— 
But yet a tongue that sometimet fails to lie 
And proves htm villain of the deepest 

dye 1 — 
Thank God I never loved you ! I am glad 
My heart's entire surrender was forbade 
By some instinct, for soon on lifi&'f new load 
I shall loiget this ugly episode 
Of staymg with you — Here's my wedding- 

ring— 
Take it to her*--takeall and eveiythii^ 
That hath been precaons to me — I shall fare 
Out of your house with but the dothes I 

wear ! *' 
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She wreDGhed the ring off — iuag it-^-qnick 

as thought, 
Glynne lilted ^d and dexterous it canght, 
Then in a voice like to the harmless ash 
*Neath which vc^canic fires do gnaw and 

gittsh, 
For he was courteous to the finger-tips, 
And would not let his rage his calm eclipse, 
<< Garnet," he said, <<let me entreat-^-im- 

plore 
You to return into your home once more, 
For but tonight — I would not have it said 
That you, hi^-crased, indeooiously fled — 
Let all be done in order — I will go 
Away with Hugo— none but he need know 
Just when and how we party if part we 

must — 
Don't strike a being humbled to the dust ! " 

She shook her head inflexibly* " Your 

plea. 
Awkward and trivial, affects not me — 
If of your, destiny I had control 
I would not turn my steps to save your soul ! 
Fain wquld I watch you burning at the 

stake — 
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Vd spdi the water which the flames noight 

slake, 
Aichtrtitorl fioid ! — I have thoogiit at 

night 
Over all legends, and have numbered right 
The blackest names of story, and there's 

not — 
lago, lachimo, iscariot — 
One name so ioul as thine ! — Return alone. 
And by so doing your offence condone 
For anght I know, and so, alas 1 delay 
My blessed freedom half another day ! 
Not for the world i — Come, Hugo, it grows 

dark— 
I need no wiap---'tis just across the park — 
Hail and farewell, Glynne ! ere we meet 

again, 
I shaH have wed some paragon ol men. 
And you <^ course, seemeth it well or 

ill. 
Must make an honest wife of Amarylle ! " 

Then Glynne, stung, tortured, muttered 

" Go, man, go — 
Who would have dreamed that she could 

wrangle so?" — 
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And Hugo gripped his hands and mur- 
mured, " Glynne, 
I'm devilish sorry for this box you're in — 
Goodnight — ^goodnight ! " and turned and 

followed fast 
The angry lady ; but they had not passed 
The gateway ere loud rapid strides they 

heard, 
And Glynne caught up with them, spoke not 

a word, 
But only wrapped his wife — no more his 

wife, 
A brilliant sunbeam lost from out his life — 
Tenderly wrapped her in a fleecy shawl, 
Crushed her against his breast and covered 

all 
Her face and hair with kisses, placed the 

ring 
Back where so long it had been glittering, 
Held her, lip unto lip and eye to eye 
For the last time, then hoarsely said 

"Goodbye!" 
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VI 

2^HIS continent is daily flooded o'er 

^ From Georgia's hills to California's shore 

By atramental seas which heretofore 

The world hath not conceived of — 'tis black 

drink, 
As the Greek called it, and would not one 

think 
In such an inundating flood of ink 
A portion, turned from its diurnal course. 
Might treat with due authority and force 
The etiquette and customs of divorce? 
Manuals fit all other social needs — 
Widows are told how long to wear their 

weeds. 
The heart's plucked out of cards and calls 

and screeds — 
'Tis so one wears the trothal ring, and so 
One signifies that one will gladly £0 
To dine, and so encourages a beau — 
But not a word upon the subject dear 
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To many female hearts, who do not fear 
The hearth grown cold, but just the world's 

cold sneer — 
Why, 'tis a crying lack ! one would not wed 
Sooner than such a printed mentor said — 
Would dwell retired awhile with drooping 

head, 
Would do all things discreetly and with taste 
Nor fling the past off with indecent haste. 
Were there a book in which trust might be 

placed — 
But though the wealthiest in Grundy's train 
Have broke away from Hymen's hated chain 
The dear old lady doth as yet refrain 
From formulating edicts and decrees 
For the assistance of her devotees 
In readjusting life with grace and ease, 
And wives, law-widowed, must as best they 

may 
Decide what interregnum they should lay 
Betwixt the fracture and the next essay. 

In very sooth the time is seldom long — 
It is presumable when things go wrong 
At home there elsewhere is attraction 
strong — 
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And who would leap from off a wavewashed 

ship. 
Menaced, but safe as yet, unless the grip 
Of rope assured a steady, speedy slip 
To shore? — ^And 'ds not as a man were laid 
liow in his coffin where the grasses played 
Above him in the mingled shine and shade — 
No, he is quick, and proudly walks the 

streets, 
Showing by mien exultant all he meets 
That he is revelling in freedom's sweets. 
And if a woman in unpartnered state 
Delayeth, nor secures another mate, 
Insinuations cruel lie in wait 
To pounce upon her name : There is no 

choice — 
Society and nature with one voice 
Command her to re-love — ^re-wed — rejoice ! 

So, scarcely was the town electrified 
By the announcement that 'twas set aside. 
The solemn vow, the true-love knot untied. 
Than on the heels of it the journals told 
As a sweet morsel on the tongue is rolled 
How Hiigo had the outraged fair consoled, 
And scarce a news-conveyancer did fail 
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To add with rich Inxiiriance of detail 
Particulars which made the actors pale 
With wrath — nor greater was their rage, in 

soothy 
At monstrous falsehoods garbled and un« 

couth, 
Than when by chance the scribblers hit the 

truth- 
All was alike a torture to the three^ 
The light sarcastic joumaiistic glee, 
That e'en in sacrilege a jest can see, 
And diatribes against the change in thought 
Which the last fifty rapid years have 

wrought, 
The years which have disrupted unions 

brought 
Almost to be respectable — wherein 
The marriage laws have waxed so frayed 

and thin 
That sin is legalized and seems no sin — 
All this was misery to hear or read. 
And Hugo doubtful asked himself indeed 
What happiness could such conditions 

breed — 
'Tis ill enough when some gray misty ghost 
Deserts its station in the heavenly host, 
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Harks back that hour it is forgotten most, 
Gibbers aod mocks, among the roses trips 
A measure with its fleshless feet, and stips 
Its bony hand betwixt the meeting lips — 
Yes, that's an evil presence ! Yet a shade 
Must seek again the iimbo whence it 

strayed — 
One could have masses said— it might be 

made 
To dwell in peace and quiet — ^but a man, 
In the prime hour of his alk>tted span, 
Along whose veins the hot life currents 

ran ! — 
Would not one fear what such an one might 

do? 
Would not his longing jealousy tear through 
The flimsy veil of the alliance new? 
Could Hugo's wife forget that she had been 
Five golden years the happy wife of Glynne, 
Crowned with his worship, rapturous there- 
in?— 
Could he himself forget that any word 
Which thrillingly upon his senses stirred 
Another man a thousand times had heard ? — 
Could she unlove so quickly ? If she could. 
She was a fickle slip of womanhood. 
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Not to be trusted with life's highest good — 
If she could not, but still kept fancies fond 
Within her breast to rise at memory's wand, 
Old books, old letters, and old pictures 

conned — 
That were rank treachery! And Hugo 

fumed, 
Fearing that all her favor, which he plumed 
His hopes upon, was but from pride as- 
sumed — 
And confirmation more than once this doubt 
Received, that put serenity to rout 
And rudely puffed faith's feeble taper out — 
As for example — Once when the sun beat 
Merciless down he sought the cool retreat 
Of her boudoir, its sea-green shadows sweet. 
And there she lay asleep for very heat. 
Pearl-dotted sandals on her little feet. 
Lace foam-like stirring with her bosom's 

beat — 
Desire and admiration filled his soul 
For this Undine — across the room he stole 
And from her rosy lips had taken toll 
But that 'twas freely given ; for she smiled 
With still shut eyes and brow as smooth and 
mild 
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As brow of any darling three-year child. 
And raised her arms and gently drew his 

face 
Down close to hers — ^and Oh ! that touch 

had grace 
All blemishes and blottings to efface 
From his sad breast, to cool it of its smart — 
And then — Her lips fell drowsily apart, 
And half aroused she whispered <' Glynne — 

dear heart ! " 



103 



r^mm 



mmmm 



mmmmmmmmm 



VII 



VII 

T^HE pennons were flying, the breezes 
V/ were blowing, 

Under the sanny clear August sky, 
All manner of vessels were coming and go- 
ing. 
Saluting in passing each other by, 
And sapphire and silver the water was gleam- 
ing, 
With sea-sparkles stolen from Phebus on 
high. 
And Garnet was wistfully, absently dream- 
ing. 
Glancing with dull and indifferent eye. 
While midst of the merriment, motion and 
splendor 
Brief snatches of music blew over the bay. 
Now passionate pulsing, now thrilling, now 
tender. 
Now martial and stirring, now carelessly 

g^y— 
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And if 'twere a melody born to a master, 
Or but a new air which the street Arabs 
sing, 
She felt her sad heart tremble wilder and 
faster, 
For never a note spoke of aught but her 
King, 
And aye as the music came sweeter, came 
clearer, 
It gave her thought utterancCj seeming to 
say 
" O darling, thou growest sdll dearer and 
dearer I 
O soul of my sotil I and where art thou 
today?" 

Then fell of a sudden a hush and a Rntter, 

As ere a great actor ste[>s out on the stage. 
And all gazing was fixed, and she heard a 
man mutter, 
" Glynne's yacht— See her come, like a 
bird from a c^ge ! ** 
And she saw her !— she saw her, the beauti- 
ful wonder, 
Swing swallowhke onward across the blue 
wave, 
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Sweep along with her gunwale now over, 
now under, 
Awash in the sun like a silver-bright 
glaive— 
Oh, her sails like the wings of some eagle- 
strong vision 
So amply were curved, were so pure and 
so proud. 
They seemed able to soar in the ether Ely- 
sian I 

And pierce through the opaline depths of 
a cloud 1 
A vast lily she looked, the sweet bride of the 
summer, 
As she flew by the clumsier craft on her 
lee^ 
And to Garnet it seemed that her heart was 
torn from her. 
As if she must cast herself into the 
sea — 
She must swim — she must leap— «he must 
fly to her owner. 
For she was more utterly his than the 
boat — 
Oh, surely he could not discard and disownr 
her — 
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Strike at her — send her adrift and 
afloat! 

In a flash she was by, and astern they were 
dropping. 
And on the white beam glowed a word 
hke a flame, 
And it seemed that the exquisite creature 
was stopping 
Just so they might stare at and study her 
name 
In the crimson and gold of its rubrical 

Blazoned for those she outdistanced to 
sec — 
Garnet paled to recall how she burned at the 
story 
Of what the inscription completed should 
be- 
Yes, th^re was the brazen bold A, as they 
told her, 
And there curled the serpentine ultimate £, 
But — She felt a great ecstasy snatch and en- 
fold her. 
And she laughed in a sweet uncontrollable 
glee, 
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For the letters between were not six — ^no, 
but seven — 
** Almandine '' was the yacht's name, and 
not " Amarylle," 
And she knew that though exiled and cast 
out of heaven 
Her image was cherished in Glynne's 
bosom still — 
And she scarce could help singing a little 
conventicle, 
And she flushed and grew voluble e'en as 
with wine, 
For she perfectly knew that the twain were 
identical. 
And he simply meant " Garnet" who said 
" Almandine ! " 
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Mf^HEN winds forgot their samnder song 
*^ and only moaned and cried 

Of sailors going down at sea in rayless caves 

to bide, 
When skies had lost their burning blue, and 

through the dreary day 
Were hued as head and footstones are in 

monumental gray, 
When birds were flying southward and the 

maple leaves turned red 
Word flashed across the city that poor Ama- 

rylle was dead. 

And Garnet held her heart as 'twere withm 
her very hand, 

And all its quick pulsations deliberately 
scanned — 

'Twas not a heart to blush for, nor did igno- 
bly beat 
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In exultation at the news of Amarylle's de- 
feat, 
Her vanquished rival ! Pity deep she felt, 

for Ah ! when Death, 
Great arbiter, steps calmly in, and *^ Silence, 

babblers ! " saith. 
How small the petty strivings and the vile 

ambitions seem. 
How disappoiiitBients vanish like the shadcnv 

of adream*^ 
And who that hatha heartof flcesh can stand 

beside aioe 
And see the insolent eyes dosed, the haughty 

head kud low. 
And not say << Brother, would to God thou 

longer hadst to live I 
If thou indeed wert aU to l>lame — ^why. 

Brother, Ifoigive!" 

So bitterness and hardness passed dean out 

from Garset's though — 
To evil life came speedy endi-and God had 

justice wRHight, 
And naught remained — Had Garnet's self 

but firmly kept contvc^ 
Of her life's barque, nor reckless dashed on 
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ixx^k and reef and sboal. 
But patiently endured awhile the stomiy 

n^ngdaik 
God- woidd have* to an Ararat conveyed her 

trembling ark — 
Alas, it was too late, too late I Now naught 

remained to do 
Save mourning her unseemly hasle the whole 

longhrture through — 
She saw herself a lifetime qS» grown hag- 
gard, bent and thin. 
Waking at night and weepii^ sore because. 

she had lost Glynne I 

Yet there was one thing she might do— 'twas 

sure, if Gljmne were here. 
He would not fail to deck with Uoom and 

bud the dead girl's bier-^ 
But he was far and far away — he lived upon 

the yacht, 
And fluttered off, then back again, but could 

not quit the spot, 
All the omniscient journals said, until the 

vow was spoke 
That made his wife another's wife, past 

-question or revoke — 
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^fenne'0 Wife 

And so he circled off a space, skimming 

adown the coast. 
Then shamefaced ventured to retam, a 

graywinged raindrenched g^iost — 
But were he here, what would he do? 

Would he not surely take 
Sweet tokens to the dead? Then she — 

Garnet hersdf — ^would make 
A pilgrimage with roses pale for Glynne's — 

for love's dear sake. 

So in the Sunday eventide— cold were the 

ways and wet. 
All day the rain had shimmered down, and 

drops were falling yet 
From off the yelk>w elmtrees, and with 

every drop a leaf 
Itself soft severed from the twig and left it 

to its grief — 
But the long rain was over and the dreary 

wind had ceased, 
And one white star was shining far within 

the purple East, 
And vesper bells were ringing, swinging 

strong and silver clear. 
Were a tender message bringing to the 
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lonely woman's ear, 
As rapidly she walked and found the quiet 

little street 
And the house where hung upon the knob 

carnations spicy-sweet 

She stood beside the solemn shape that late 
had been so Mr, 

And laid her gift of roses 'gainst the pitiful 
bright hair. 

And saw the fever-wasted hands, the half- 
shut gleaming eyes,. 

The pallid mouth that scarce had spoke 
ever a word but lies — 

She saw all this — the poor remains of poorer 
life — ^but now 

The signet seal of mighty death, was stamped 
upon the brow, 

And the mere silence of a corpse more for- 
cibly can teach 

Than printed wisdom or the deepest sermon 
man can preach, 

And more methinks a stranger's death to 
reason calm appeals 

Than when we struggle in a woe that ck)gs 
our being's wheels — 
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So Garnet gazed, and in the tanah a hidden 

tnith did* win, 
Saw how in God the Fathei*s eye* we earth- 

wonm are akin. 
Saw that it matlan not at Ust iHiat^R^ have 

hoped — bdiered — 
If anf ar^ then all mast be i» hearen'a 

coartB received*-* 
Saw that the witeh-iia which misled iUb 

poor frail bit of clay 
Befate her own feet might have dancad and 

lured her 8tq» aatmy — 
Saw that Anonjma is not of choice a lep- 
rous thing. 
Nor spuras the sacred cloistered hearth, the 

binding marriage ring. 
But that her fate — O monstrooi fate, thou 

of an hundred names, 
Who art enviroomeat percfaaaee, or natal 

marks and maims, 
Thou mocking devil that at will dispensest 

sweets or shames ! — 
But that her fae o'ermatched her force, tiie 

current set too strong 
Against the poor weak girlish will that stn>ve 

to not go wrong, 



And she was whirled away down stream, 
that stream where never rope 

Is flungy nor any ringii^ iFoice the diownmg 
ones bids '' Hope r* 

Garnet bent lower o'er the hce and whisp^ 

ered in the ear 
Forerer' stO{^>ed by dastj death a little 

wordy " My dear, 
I'm Sony, O, so sorry, dear, for- all your- 

broken past — 
I do not gmdge it that you won a little love 

at last- 
Nay, I rejoice tint what was nnae was on 

yourself bestowed — 
Haply it lights your spirit now along the 

mricnown road, 
And I've so much— -loo much, indeed I I 

oij^t not to wish back 
Just one man's adoration, I who know no 

other lack, 
Who have respect and troops o£ friends and 

wealth to make me glad. 
While love was all you had, my deu* — ^yes, 

love was all yon had— 
For love you gave your body up and 
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changed your earthly goal. 
Defiled your mind and risked tor aught you 

knew your veiy soul— 
But do not fear, my dear, my dear, for God 

Himself is love, 
And numbers all His little ones, the very 

hairs thereof, 
And He who let you stumble here will set 

your steps aright 
In the new world, and you shall grow an 

angel ck>thed in light — 
Oh, can you hear, my dear, my dear? Ah, 

yes, your face grows bright ! 
So clasp this rose within your hand — ^And 

now, my dear, goodnight 1 " 

She pressed her lips upon the cheek, the 

painted common cheek 
That now was free tom soil and stain and 

as a maiden's meek. 
And laid her fingers warm and pink upon 

the marble hands. 
And gazed with the large pitying gaze of 

one who understands — 
And then she slipped away alone, out in the 

growing dark, 

122 



&tjpmt'B mtf^ 



Along the clean-washed pave whereon shone 

many a borrowed spark, 
And less the dead one's sin did seem, less 

the wild wasted life. 
Than her own wrong, for she had been a 

harsh exacting wife — 
Ohy she had dreamt of being great, di- 
vinely staunch and true, 
Yet had completely spoiled what tasks were 

given her to do — 
What was her individual self? Nothing! 

Her duty plain. 
Indubitable and serene, before her eyes had 

lain: 
To keep a cheerful hearth for Glynne, to 

have and hold him fast, 
If it might be, till he and she together 

heavenward passed — 
But if it might not be indeed, and if he 

chose to roam. 
Sure should he feel that mdy weal awaited 

him at home. 
For if by one the vow's undone the other is 

not free 
To bruit the shameful lapse abroad and from 

the traitor flee — 
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N09 love should glow witii dearer flame 

since one must knre for two. 
Must .figltt and strugg^ on alone with breaat 

shot-riddled tiuongh. 
Nor pde» nor pine, nor make a sign how; 

cruelly it bleeds 
The heart that on his footsteps hanga and 

on his kisses feeds. 
And time and tide if one abide dien surely 

comes the hour 
Thitt kndls the death of guihy joy, that 

blights the stolen flower-— 
Oh, he will turn with thoughts that burn to 

the neglected fair — 
'< His very foot has music in't, as he comes. 

up the stnr 1 " 

But Garnet felt that she had dealt too justly 

and too stem, 
That gentler rein and mercjr's strain had 

better served her tum*— 
Her sad heart wailed that die had failed 

even as Amaryfie, 
And almost she did long to be lying as white 

and still.. 
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IX 

f ^IS io a btOreMii tiyit ire next briioid 
V/ Our dainty ladjr, and a month hat 

rolled 
O'er the vorkPft fltage and piqred Hb ipectal 

part 
CM maaqnet and nrarden with oonimnnate 

art; 
All had gone weB wMi Garnet, it would 

leeniy 
And the had tfuiven since her earijr dream 
So radeljr was disrapted, for her eyes, 
Brown, bright, and clear, were as a wood- 

spii^sffse. 
And her soft cheeks were snch a hoe as 

gbws 
In the pare pinkness of a perfect rose— 
Her robe, the ruby of a royal wine. 
Was seeded thick wA bnming afanandfaie, 
And all unseen there kirked beneatfi her 

gtore 
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CltMi^'M Wife 

Glynne's pledges, one cit maimgey one of 

love, 
And she was girdled, from the snowy arm 
To the red satin slif^r, with the charm 
That compasses as in a golden shower 
A woman who is in the apex-hour 
Of lifie» whether 'tis hashed and anconlesse^ 
The passion flotterisf within her breast 
Or whether 'tis a diadem, a star 
Bound on her biow whoe proudest jewds 



Danes, damsels! pcMMkr wdl the tmth 

hereof: 
Yon, to be lovaUe, need bat — to love ! 

Soon Garnet wearied of thecrasfa and ghu^. 
Scarce kept from humming low, <' Robin 

Adair," 
Scarce held from monming Robin was not 

there. 
And cmmingly contrived to steal away 
To a small crypt, a bay within a bay, 
And on the window seat she listless lay. 
Screened by Algerian tissiies; — Far and 

sweet 
The wild dance-music passionately beat 
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'Mid soft sQfttmn of mrtft gliding feet^ 
What is it in a mere waite-tane ^t rids 
The heart of all tranqailH tf, and bids 
The droplets muster to the drooping Udii? — 
Ah, music I hair ft is that tiioti hast^ 
Thy tiM of consoler -none hath wot/ 
Since surely such misnomer earth knows 

not ! — 
For one sad creatore thou dost comfort 

show 
A thousand happy ones thou makst to know 
Insatiable longing dep^crf woe! 

Into the larger, alcove two men came, 
Flung themselves down and careless spoke 

her liaihey 
With some light word of praise: Then 

came a pause — 
Then one resumed, ''Yes, *tis tonight, be- 
cause 
He sees at last there's nothing to be won 
By dangling here as he so long hatii done — 
Poor derU 1 he has eiten his heart oat 
Waiting and wishing— lor the moon, no 

doubt ! 
She's beautiful, but Oh ! so deadly cold, 
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Adamaal owrUd with tiiilMl iM, 

So ttocomp— ionite, ao cnMl hud*- 

Ah, well» lier rigbUcwwawt his Wt has 

Slimoge that a womm who l6v«l.ae¥«r veil 
ShoaU with her jca ta w y tiimhoaie to h d H 
Straa^er that Glfane al bit ihoaU care 

alone 
For tUa poor pieoa of ulahaatrinn alon»-^ 
Strangett <d aU, that she can let him sail 
Towght, and piss iof yaaia befOttd the pale 
Of civilized sodaty, withovt 
Cariqg to weep a bit, and miss this rout — 
Of coorset she's pledfad to Hngo-^^rhat of 

thai? 
Twas but a Irensied senseless tit for ti^— 
Unkind — ^bnt hticin all's acconnted lor, 
Sb€ fathoms not what it is to adore 1 — 
She will not snfier^-she's the slighter aonlt 
And will not ever know that love's the 

whole 
Of UCe, its only good, its only goal. 
And she haa mined it 1 I am soriy, tfaoagh. 
For Glynne — Fair winds attend him !— Let 

us go I " 
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Btffmt'M Wife 

Then Garnet nMe, ashake in every limby 
Slipt through the rooms with vision growing 

dim. 
And thought extinguished, save the thought 

of kim — 
Scarce knew she smiled and spoke a farewell 

word, 
Caught up her velvet ck>ak all richly furred, 
Then lightly passed, like to an April bird 
That flies to seek its mate, adown the stair. 
And e'en there seemed a hak> on her hair 
As if she walked with angels unaware. 

Her carriage waited — ^Uselessly she tried 
The joy within her rosy face to lude 
When lifting it she said '' The waterside ! "— 
** Yes, yes ! "—for Jehu scarce withstood the 

shock, 
** Drive to the water— to the nearest dock ! " 
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tTt^WAS one <A those iatgaiely brilliant 
^ nighti, 

Which, gndom Heaven be tended ! are 
not faie. 
Bat like moat of this goodlf earth's delights 

Are freely given^ lavisb as the aii^ 

Keen faiew the bieeie as a Danasons Idade, 

Salty it swept a thousand leagnes ol brine. 

And the Ubod 'neatfa its hMag sharimess 

played 

Along lis ehannelaas if stiing withwine^ 

Black was the night and sUver, Mack the 



'Save far Mm tippled iwadway lo 'the'noDni 
That aeaoMd a furies' readesvons t» be. 
Each spark the twinkle of 'wee crystal 
shoon, 
And sihrer-bloe the sky was, sihwp-white 
Us lew faint donds and overtapping 
stsnh-* 
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Black was the dty, yet its spires shone 
bright 

O'er the dark roofe as flashing sdmetars — 
Black was the cutter on which Garnet stood. 

Herself a deeper shadow on its black. 
And marble white the face beneath her 



Set toward the prow, av ever laoking 
fa«ck*- 
Not once 1 What lay behind her? Naught 
iwtead 
Save the vast catjK's hieroglyphs of fire. 
Scarlet aad orimsQii as of woioidt that 
Ueed» 
And the tick ydkm gkaoM of vain de- 
sire — 
Rather ahe watched Mm citfter's greedy 
heart* 
Fed ever, yet forever hungry still — 
If need rimU ba» hemett weuUrq» apart 
The vary deck, liar let tlwt heart grow 
chiH— 
Poor heart, so like her own I .that never 
yet 
Had been, nor evar coqU be satisfiad. 
But desperately struggled on to get 
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It knew aot whftt— notiiuiK that earth 
Nay, b«t the knew i she knar what ibe did 



Had ever being kmg^ like this before? — 
There came to her a story of the wave, 
Of a frtdl nit» five humbed milea fiom 
shore) 
A sailor there, a spectre of a man. 

Yet, rescued, able still to stand nprigbt — 
Quickly they fetched some • water ifta pan. 
And gave it hii% who trasibled at the 
«ght, 
And Oh ! the horrors he had undergone ! — 
One awful gulp he gave, flung back his 
head. 
And when ttiey woidd the. basin have with- 
drawn. 
He hit sheer through the tin and fell 
down dead! 



Why, so she k>nged to meet her man of 1 
i^t would such jnehacholy end ensue? 

If he shoidd kiss her, would she kiss again. 
Set in his lip her teeth and then die too? 

Truly it mattered little, after alt-* 
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The gr«M thiag kpw to kMk into hit eyes, 
To find him ere he paaeed befoad recall, 

AndehvtiBvherthtgatoof r Mrad ie e— 
To say, ** We only love each other, CMynne ! 
These wretehed raoiilhs! Hogo and 
AnHurylle 
To Mr ensieMe merely emered in 
That iHien they went it m^t be sweeter 
stittt 
Nanght is too predoos, dear, to sacrifice 

Upon tlM idtar of our perfect love — 
So love is be t t e r ed , shall we ooimt the price 
Of victims, or regard the groans there- 
of? •' 

Bot should she find him? Oh 1 a little mile. 
Or two, or thiee^ losright between them 
ky- 
Ahaost she toeched hhn, ahnost saw him 



TouKHTow — ^h4>Iy half a world away ! 
O crew aad captahi ! teter, teter go ! 

A whole life's happiness is on Ais chase ! 
Henceforth forever yon ssay aasble slow, 

Bat win at any cost this midnight 
i\ 
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OGtfmifr— my ikryiigl Mt-4Mi| not to- 
night 
Try what the wUle iriagi of jmr biid 
caadol 
Wait yet a JBoneal — tU is comiag rigiit— 
I'm oomi%» d«u«tll comiig home to 
you! 

The vessel psated thmMleroiitly oa» 
The ivUte waves crisi^ pmrt bar as she 
fleir— 
And HOST they see a sil ver*pinioned stMii 
Rising magaifioeBl agstasr the bkie*- 
Anddoetshasea them? will she bfook do- 
by? 
WiU she their flaring loeket^igBala heed? 
Or will she swii^ but swifter down the hiqrt 
Lauf^iingy finltant i&hes initi" htoss ipffd ? 
Oh, thi^ 'twoaU fail» tUa wild Ociaber 
breese. 
That ropes wouU rivei Hunt e'ea a mast 
wovldsaapi 
Or that gay Tritons and Nereides 
Woald stay this flying srwattow in a 
trap! 
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Thank Godl riie pMses, Me» the crift be- 
hind, 

She nmnds into Ae witod and thimliesto^ 
Rocking a little, as if scarce resigned 

To lingier, eager to dash off anew — 
And not e'en now doth Oamefs tiosom 
know 

A doubt or fear, nor any touch <^ shame — 
She is but going wliere to fail to go 

It to deny BfeHi ptfamonnt beat clahn — 
She stands, a soft contentment in her fiice. 

Full in the light, watehmg the AhnaikHne, 
And unto her the whole worid teena aplace 

Transfignred in a radiant gknw dirino^ 
And they who mark that figure richly dight, 

Keenpomts of jeweb in her rolRed hair. 
Never foiget the sw«et supernal sight, 

llie ecstasy that makes her face so fiiir — 
Then tiiere are shotftingsy and ^le cutter's 
prow 

Coddles iigalnift tie larger teaseKa beam. 
And Garnet is transferred, she scarce knows 
how, 

And she is standing in the tails' white 
gleam. 
And then she sees the cutter steaming back, 
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Quietly, like a little weary dove. 
And sees before the blazing moonlit track. 

Exquisite symbol of a life of love — 
And Glynne is speaking swift wild words of 
praise, 
''Excellent pirate! O my own, my 
life ! "— 
But she iHreathes low, a trouble in her gaze, 
** I just remember ! I am not Glynne's 
Wife ! " 
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so HERE THEN ENDETH THE STORY 
OF GLYNNE'S WIFE AS TOLD IN 
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